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HANDS
 (after Geta Bratescu)
The personality of the hand
moves without charm.
Mindful of nothing except
the eyes’ frame.
This tunnel, the making 
of paper to a ball.
Pulling a wedding ring
up and down –
The hand thinks of little 
except its cigarette.
A camera eye
marking the distance
between here and there.
The sudden space
an unoccupied table
notes to the future.
The hand tattoos itself 
with a black marker
making sure the digits
retain their splay.
Remember: a hand can move
against the memory of autograph
refusing to sign 
papers of release.
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